THE    RUINS    OF    TROY

Through ruined areas in Gower Street and
Tottenham Court Road, we return for lunch
to my flat, sad and disheartened by the loss of
the past which had been, from childhood, an
integral part of our lives. It is not a peaceful
luncheon; another air raid starts as we reach the
doorway, and even before we go down to the
restaurant, we see the formation of enemy planes
flash silver in the sun. Again, as so often, they
fight noisily above our heads as we sit at our
meal, and when we return upstairs the pale
afternoon sky is streaked with the white filmy
lines which mark the field of aerial battle.

A new journey takes us out to the Western
areas of London, already more familiar than
the East. The house in Piccadilly where the
King lived as Duke of York has been deprived
of its back rooms and the nurseries where the
young princesses played, but Hyde Park Corner
and Knightsbridge have lost no landmarks.

"The Oratory's all right!" I exclaim with
relief as we run up the Brompton Road, for
after the fate of the City churches, the intact
appearance of any large church seems a matter
for surprise. Kensington, I find, has suffered
severely since my last visit to Francis Square;
the circular walls of the Albert Hall are black-
ened and its windows have gone, and boarding
replaces most of the glass in the front of John